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the least interference from their father or me. You will
perhaps say this is not much, but you must recollect where
we are—at Paris, where it was predicted to me, that be-
fore I had been here six months I should have been half
a dozen times to the Opera on Sunday night. But I hope,
and trust., we shall return to our Country, witbi the same
love and reverence for this holy day, with which we left
it—so far I have refused every invitation, and some of
them from very great folks, for Sunday Parties.—On
Thursday last we were at a great route at Mrs.
Brown's—quite a magnificent affair—it was not a ball,
for these consistent people, who dance and sew on Sunday,
would not for the world dance during Lent.—There were
a great many grandees—to begin with the order of prece-
dence, I will first mention the Nuncio, who takes rank of
all Ambassadors—he was accompanied by the ex-Nuncio,
a Cardinal, who wore his cardinal's hat, of red velvet and
gold, under his arm. The Nuncio himself was known by
his little scarlet scapulaire, which just covers the crown
of his head and to my protestant eyes had a very odd
effect. They have both fine italian faces. Then comes the
Due and Duchess of Villa Hermosa, the Spanish Am-
bassador and his Sposa—she is pretty—but in our Coun-
try, would not be received in decent Society. The Prince
Borghese, who perhaps you will remember, was the
brother-in-law of Bonaparte. He is here, on some ecclesi-
astical affair from the Pope, a little fat fellow thicker
than he is long.—A great many Duchesses, Princesses,
and Countesses, whose titles I cannot spell, nor could
you read, were I to write them—there was a Marquise
perhaps sixty painted to the eyes, and dressed like a girl
of sixteen with flowers and plumes. She is very rich, and
married not a very great while since, a Young man, who

